FLOWER OF THE SNOW

KOUAN-YXJ slowly walked down the street of a Chinese
city, his thin beard and big sleeves blowing in
the breeze. He looked the personification of wis-
dom, benignity and solemnity as his eyes gazed
dreamily through his spectacles.  Carrying a small
bamboo stand under one arm and a number of books
under the other, he might have been mistaken by a
stranger for the God of Learning. People spoke to
him, smiled, nodded, and the old man acknowledged
their salutations with rather absent-minded courtesy.

Reaching a certain sun-baked wall, Kouan-yu set
down the bamboo stand and placed the books upon
it, as if they had been rare and delicate flowers it was
necessary to arrange with extreme gentleness. When
he had produced his writing materials, he gave him-
self up to the joy of meditation.

Those who did not know Kouan-Yu would never
have imagined that he was there in that busy street
for the purpose of earning his living. .For many
years he had been a professional letter-writer. In
that capacity he had learned much of human
character, and certainly all that was to be known of